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me since it was because of me they were here on earth to get pres-
ents.
My cousin came to dinner, and afterward she offered to stay
with the children while Paul and I went dancing. I was terribly
tired—we're in the midst of the annual inventory at my office—but
Paul loves to dance, so I pumped up some enthusiasm and said yes.
There is only one place near us with an orchestra. A block before
we reached it, Paul slowed down the car and asked if I wouldn't
prefer the movies. The tone of his voice, very offhand and casual,
was all I needed. When Paul is thinking about Florence I can read
his mind. Fve had plenty of practice. The moment he spoke I knew
he had taken Florence dancing there recently—she is a far better
dancer than I am—and he was trying to be nice on our anniversary
and prevent himself from comparing the way she and I dance.
We went to the movie. It was a good comedy, but I just couldnt
get interested or concentrate. Right in the funniest part of the
picture, Paul suddenly got up from his seat, explaining he had for-
gotten to pass on an important message to someone at the agency.
The offhand tone was in his voice again. He went out to the phone
booth in the lobby and—I knew it as well as if I had followed—
talked to Florence for eighteen minutes.
On the way home, I asked him how Florence was. He gave me a
hangdog look and said Florence was fine. Then he put his hand on
my shoulder and said he was sorry—strange as this may sound, I
think he was sorry—-but that he just couldn't help making that
phone call. It seemed he hadn't heard Florence's voice for two days.
I pushed off his hand.
When we got home, my cousin took one glance at us and knew
something was up. She reported the children had been angels and
grabbed her hat and flew. I saw Paul brace himself as though I
might start a fight, which was quite unnecessary. I hadn't the en-
ergy to quarrel with him. I hadn't the wish. I wasn't even angry.
What would be the use? I felt empty, like a thrown-away paper
sack.
But when Paul started to undress for bed, something inside me

